plush coat in Kensington Gardens as a protest against being
put back into her pram or mailcart when she desired to walk.
She was a beautiful child to look at. There is a life-size
painting of her at five years old which her grandmother
commissioned from Mrs. Katinka Amyat, the leading child
portraitist of her day. It hung on the line at the Royal
Academy and is the acme of photographic convention. A
blue-eyed, golden haired little girl in a muslin frock and
white socks sitting on a flowery bank, holding a bunch of
oxeye daisies. But the child has beautiful features and looks
out at you with brave honest eyes and an enchanting, jovial
half-smile-----
There is a much earlier portrait. A photograph done in
infancy of a sturdy-looking baby with silky fair down on
its well-shaped head, propped upon a fur rug. Its fists are
clenched and its expression fierce; there is a quite definite
resemblance to the Radclyfie Hall of later years when she
had made up her mind about anything and meant to see it
through.... No one would doubt for a moment that this
was a male child, and indeed, as I write this, a memory
crops up that she was told at one time that throughout her
infancy strangers always mistook her for a boy. She was
still very young when she shed the baptismal name of
Margaerite, selected by her mother, and became known to
her friends as Peter ... a name that later was replaced
so universally by John that for years many people knew
her by no other. It was on the tide page of her first
published novel that John Radclyffe-Hall became: 'Radclyfie
Hall'.
Later photographs show her, as I said before, shy and
rahappy-looking at about eleven years of age standing
beside her stepfather; in her very early teens as a beautiful
child with the melancholy eyes of her maturity, with a
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